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My youthful comrades — where are they ? 

Long since descended to the tomb. 
And friends who cheered life's later day, 

Have left me none to fill their room. 

As on the varied scenes I pore, 

Life's Panorama passing by — 
How great a portion t^eplore, 

Kegret, and weep o'er, meets mine eye ! 

Duties neglpcted-7-without count — 
And sins committed— endless train — 

Should I att^napt the full amount. 
The labor would but be in vain. 

Yet through the goodness of that God, 
Whose love extends to human race, 

I trust that I have kissed the rod. 
And witnessed his forgiving grace. 

To him, I fain would dedicate 

What space kind Heaven allows me here ; 
And though the sacrifice be late. 

Yet is the sacrifice sincere. 



Go little volume, as thou art» 

I would thpu wert more perfect — still. 
Thou speak'st the language of the heaxt, 

And may'st some latent good fulfill. 

No fond applause awakes the strain. 
Yet what I feel I sometimes pen ; 

The plaudits of tl^i^orld are vain. 
And oft bestowed on worthless men. 

Ah ! what to me were wealth or fame, 
Those transient meteors of an hour — 

Were I entitled them to claim, 

To give me peace have they the power? 

No ! — Peace the gift of Heaven alone — 
To no external state confined — 

Is only felt and only known, 

In the pure heart and virtuous mind. 

If what I've written be perused. 
By some congenial kindred mind — 

Or, in the themes on which I*ve mused. 
Some, should a moral lesson find — 
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Or, should the young, some sentence glean, 
Which, on their minds, full, deep impressed. 

Should serve, through all life's chequered scene. 
From dangerous snares to guard their breast : 

My work has met a kind reward, 
And Heaven h^ patronised the same— » 

No matter then, who mi|||pecord 
Its numerous faults, ot harshly blame. 



THE COMPLAINT. 

In spring's soft sl^pn liave you seen — 
All free from clouds — ^a sky serene, 

Lost in refulgent blaze ? 
So free from care — ^to grief unknown, 
With Hope's fair beams irradiant, shone. 

The morning of my days. 

But childhood's pleasing stage once past, 
Too soon the heavens were overcast. 

With clouds of darkest form — 
See, all around, how thick they rise ! 
And wide extend, o'er all the skies, 

The demons of the storm. 

No more I feel the vacant mind, 
To calm serenity resigned-— 
Pleased with each varied hour;— ^ 
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No more the heart, which, light as air, 
Found simple pleasures every where. 
And owned their magic power. 

But heavy cares my mind perplex. 
And hapless woes my bosom vex — 

With numerous ills^h>rest, 
From mom till night-^Rm night till mQm, 
My day is grief — ^my pillow thorn, — 

Inquietude my rest. 

Misfortunes press on every side, 
And bear me down affliction's tide. 

On waves of sorrow tost ; — 
Dark perils all around me rise, • 
No cheering prospect meets mine eyes, 

Along the rugged coast. — 

No helping hand appears to save- 
No friendly voice to charm the wave. 

Or breathe a transient calm ; 
But — all unpitied, or unknown, — 
My griefs, alas ! are mine alone, 

Without e*en frienddiip's balm* 
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But what aTftUs it to complain? 
The wretobed seek on earth in vain, 

Redress for iinonga and woes ; 
Where suff *ring virtue wakes and weeps, 
While prosp'xDng vice securely sleeps ; 

— Soft {nlk>wed'in repose^ 

But hark ! methinWa voice replies. 
In the blest accents of the skies, 

" Hush, hush the mournful strain, — 
Know thou whatever griefs are thine, 
They spring from Providence divine ; 

Then why shouldst thou complain ? 

^' Heaven oft in wisdom sees it best. 
To wound, with grief, the human breast, 

And gives the needful blow ; 
Yet thinks upon man's feeble frame. 
And strikes in mercy to reclaim — 

His friend, and not his foe. 

'^ *Tis best, far best, this life below 
Should still be fraught with cares and wo, 
For when oppr^Ki'd with grief — 
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When dark a^e^ioiig round Urn rise, 
Vain, thoughtless man leuns to he wise, 
And seek ^m ^leaven rtlief . 

*' Then bow,^HBubniS8 be&eadx tlie rod, 
Nor longer miivmor 'gainst ^j Qod — 

To him thy griefs reagn ; 
Submission to His will bestows, 
In every state, a calm repose, 

And make that blessing thine. 



MORTALITY. 

O ! why slpiould mo^rts^ i|:iaii ^e proud ? 

The being of to-4#y^ 
To-morrow ^oon^'d tp waar a fhroH^y 

And mQu|4er in ^ t^af . 

No honors vain, or titled birth — 
Can save Imn Urom hid doom' — 

The bowels of their Mother Earth, 
Must all her sons entcm^b* 



13 

Alike the liumble and the proud, 
The monarch and the slave* 

In ranks on ranks promiscuous crowd. 
To their long home — the grave. 

All huddled in one common fate, 

In silence they re^se — 
And grandeur, here, forgets its state, 

And poverty, its woes. 

When summon'd from their low abode. 

Before the judgment seat 
Of Christ, the Judge Ordained of God, 

A final doom to meet ; 

No partial finvora will be shown 
To fortune's splendid glare ; 

Bui; heaven-bom virtue, that alone, 
Shall stand acknowledg'd there. ' 

V 

Then mortals be no longer proud^— 
In heaven repose your trust-** 

8ince man is doom'd to wear a shroud. 
And moulder in ^e dust. 
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ODE TO WAR. 

[Written during Hostflitles, 1814.] 

O War ! dread harbinger of all 
The ills which on mankind can Ml ; 
Why vis]|^ thou, with hostile roar, 
Columbia's peaceful, happy shore ? 
From Europe's crimson' d plains, so far. 
Why hither roll thy blood-stain'd car ? 
Could not the rolling ocean wide. 
Us, from so foul a jRend, divide ? 

Long have we liv'd beneath the reign 
Of white-rob'd peace and her blest train^ 
While love, and innocence, and truth. 
Have cheer'd our age and charm'd our youth. 
And trained our sons— a generous band— - 
The pride and glory of oor land-^ 
To virtuous worth, taught to despise 
The meaner arts of base disguise. 
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O, task ungrateful for our swains — 
To leave the cultivated plains — 
Each virtuous joy of home forego, 
And march to meet a distant foe ;* 
Through trackless wilds to wander far, 
And mingle with the fiends of war ; 
In human breasts plunge the dire steel, 
And join the foes of human weal. 

Beneath the influence of thy reign, 
What direful woes shall haunt the plain !- 
Methinks, already, on the gale 
The sadden' d notes of grief prevail — 
What scenes afflictive, meet mine eyes. 
And wide extending, round me rise ; 
'Till all the rural plain appears 
Involved in deep distress and tears ! 

The baleful passions, rous'd by thee, 
Shall triumph with impunity — 
Fell rapine, cruelty and lust. 
And furies from the realms accurst — 

'^'Referring to the nmrch of troops to Canada. 
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At thy command shall join thy train. 
And spread new horrors o'er the plain- 
Shall prowl around — a lawless hand — 
And dtain with crimes our infant land. 

O, hated fiend, avaunt, away ! 
No longer cloud Columbia's day ; 
To Afric's region take thy flight, 
There hold communion wil^ the night — 
There, o*#r her beasts of prey, maintain 
Thy savage, woe-creating reign — 
Be there thy boundaries confined. 
And never more afiiict mankind, 

VIRTUE'S MONUMENT. 

The monuments — high rais'd to fame— * 

Shall be by time possest ; 
And mouldering in the dust, the name 

Shall in oblivion rest. 

But virtue o'er the deathless tomb. 

In triumph shall arise — 
Superior to a mortal doom. 

And gain her native skies. 
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Too oft, does adulation's breath 

Pollute the hallowed fane ; 
And flattery in the walks of death. 

Maintain obsequious reign — 

The gilded trophies of an hour. 
Which deck the warrior's name. 

Too often flatter lawless power, 
And hide the victor's shame — 

But wrote in character's divine, 

Trac'd by Almighty love. 
Each virtuous deed shall brighter shine 

In the blest realms above. 

VARIETY AND VICISSITUDE. 
In every age, creation's page 
Has c}iarmed the philosophic sage ; 
The vaJlies Zoi^-^the streams that flow 
Through flow'ry meads, meandering slow- 

The rising hills — ^the verdant fields — 
Where nature still her bounty yields ; 
The shady grove — ^where free to rove — ^ 
The feathered songsters warble love— 
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The mountains high, that meet the sky, 
And greet afar the wandering eye — 
The waving wood — ^the swelling flood — 
All these proclaim that — God is good. 

The seasons all, obey his call. 
As ceaseless round the earth they roll — 
' Spring's choicest flower, and mildest hour. 
Are but the boimties of his power. 

The Summer, blest — (a smiling guest) 
With verdure gay, in sun-beams drest — 
And Autumn pale, whose sighing gale, 
Seems, faded nature to bewail — 

E'en Winter's snow, when cold winds blow. 
And storms enwrap his hoary brow, 
All, all proclaim. His wond*rous nam$. 
In wisdom, goodness, power the same. 
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THE PETITION. 

If Cupid, with his piercing dart, 
Should ever wound my throbbing heart; 

And me to love incline ; • 

May the kind powers propitious prove, 
To all my fond desires and love. 

And grant this prayer of myie. 

Let not vain beauty's magic power, 
In evil and unguarded hour. 

Deceive my erring heart ; — 
Full oft the flower, in gaudy bloom, 
Contains no? sweets, nor rich perfume. 

Nor fragrance can impart. 

Let reason be my constant guide. 
And o'er blind passion still preside, 

And teach me how to shun 
Those labyrinths of licentious love, 
Where pleasure's votaries lawless rove, 

'Till ruin'd and undone./ 
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" No morning sun lasts a whole day," 
The brightest beauty must decay, 

It blooms and disappears, — 
'Tis Virtue only can secufe 
Intrinsic charms, which will endure 

Beyond the lapse of years. 

Then let the maid for me design'd, 
Possess those beauties of the mind. 

Those virtues of the hearty 
Which still, when outward charms decay, 
When short-liv'd beauty fades away, 

Shall nobler worth impart. 

OCCASIONAL LINES. 

Let sordid hearts^ whose only care is gain. 
Each selfish wish by servile means obtain ; 
Yes, those who barter every joy divine. 
In glad exchange for counters fromfhe mine ; 
Let them amass their heaps of shining ore. 
Then live more wretched and remain still poor ; 
I, at my hiunbler state, will ne'er repine ; 
More generous cares and nobler joys be mine. 
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Be my ambition, to improve my mind, 
In search of knowledge of an useful kind ; 
To cultivate within, a feeling heart ; 
In other's woes inclin'd to take a part ; 
For, where this power of sympathy is felt, 
When, at the tale of deep distress we melt, 
Heaven has ordain' d, this kind reward be known. 
That we, in other's joys, should find our oion, 
A heart thus cultivated, with a mind, 
From every selfish, meaner care refin'd ; 
Is form'd to relish every nobler joy. 
Which virtue gives, which "nothing can de- 
stroy." 

Dear sensibility, be thou my guide, 

With soft'ning influence o'er my heart preside ; 

To virtue's growth the soil congenial make — 

Each soft emotion of the soul awake — 

'Tis thou, alone, for bliss can'st form the heart. 

And ** all thaf s precious in our joys" impart. 
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LIFE'S EXPERIENCE. 

When once our youtliful vigor does decay, 
How soon life's fair illusions fade away ! — 
Hope's promis'd path of lif^, all strew'd with 

flowers — ' 
Her fairy dreams — all fill'd with blissful hours — 
How soon they disappear ! when man, his fate, . 
First learns, and learns alone, at manhood's date. 

Then, fill'd with cares, his mind is undeceiv'd, 
And learns to \inleam what he once belie v'd ; 
Hope's promis'd flowers, he finds, die at a touch ; 
And blissful hours — alas ! he finds none such — 
But 'mid his cares and woes, a heavy load, 
He finds, that life's at best, a rugged road^ 

He, by experience knows — the sons of earth. 
Are doom'd inheritors of pain, by birth — 
That man is bom to misery, and though few. 
His days on earth, yet full of trouble, too ; 
And as he looks his life's sad journey o'er. 
Dark is the past, and darker all before. 
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What can support, or what his miz^d can cheer, 
When all so dark and dismal does appear ? 
'Tis truth divine, that with its heavenly ray, 
Can chase the demon of despair away ; 
Can hanish all his intellectual night, 
And pour upon his soul a flood of light. 

Then tho' his "youthful vigor does decay," 
Though age his manhood's strength may steal 

away, 
And bend him downwards to the silent tomb. 
The resting place of mortals, and their doom ; 
This ray of light, which cheers him on his way, 
Shall burst, expansive, into endless day. 



FAREWELL ADDRESS 

TO CAMBRIDGE, N. Y. 

Cambridge ! I bid thee now farewell, — 
Once more I seek my native shore ; 

And all-wiso Heaven alone can tell. 
If e'er I see thee more. 
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The prospect of thy vales helow, — 

The distajEit hills that tower'd so high, — 

Have oft beguird my heart of wo, 
And stole the rising sigh. 

For with a mind that's ill at ease. 

Within itself, I've wander'd here- 
Happy, if aught that nfind could please, 
Or banish thought severe. 

But though thy prospects charm'd my sight. 
Majestic, as in view they rose ; 

'Twas but a transient, vain delight, 
And could not heal my woes. 

Alas ! the soul with grief opprest. 
Deep stricken by affliction's rod. 

In vain may seek for peace or rest, ( 
Except it be in God. 

Then cease my soul, at length, O cease. 
Since vain the search must ever be. 

To seek a cure of woes from these ; 
These have no balm for tJiee, 
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Nor can a change of time or placCf 
Ever effect a change ofheart-^ 

T]^s is tiie work of heavenly grace. 
This is religion's part. 

Religion yields a sovereign halm. 
Effectual cure for all our woes-^ 

Her power the troubled mind can palm, 
And every grief compose. 

Then, O my soul, no longer roam. 
In search of fancied peace abroad ; 

Return, at length, and seek at home. 
Communion with thy God. 



VANITY OF VANITIES. 

BOOUSIASf 18, 1 C S V. 

O, when I view this mortal state— 

The end of all our toils, 
Tir'd of each vain pursuit below, 

My sick'ning soul yecoib, 
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As deep immerged in busy cares, 

Man toils from day to day ; 
Say, at the end, wliat kind reward. 

His labors will repay ? 

Alas ! how oft, beneath the weight 

Of age, disease and pain ; 
Too late, he first begins to leam^ 

That he has liv'd in vain* 

Short is the space, which Heaven, to man, 

In wisdom has assign' d — 
Swift fly his honrs on rapid wing. 

And leave no trace behind — 

Soon to his dusty bed he's borne, 

And mingles with the clay — 
No moire to hail the rising mom. 

Or view the smiling day. 

Yet, on this short contracted span — * 

This life of man below ; 
On this depends, without reprieve. 

His lasting weal or wo. 
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O then, sure, much it man behooves. 
As time speeds fast away, 

To labor for that better life, 
Which never shall decay. 

Then why, frail man, for empty toys, 
Why toil from day to day? 

And still neglect the heavenly prize, 
For trifles such as they? 



FRIENDSHIP. 

Gift of indulgent Heaven, 
Of Heaven's gifts the best — 

Design'd and unto mortals given. 
To humanize the breast. 

Ah ! what were life indeed, 
Without thy generous glow ? 

A dreary waste we then should tread, 
Or sink beneath our wo, 
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The syn^atketic tear, 

That trembles in thine eye, 
is Heaven's own dew drop usher'd there. 

And speaks a kindred i»gh. 

Thine is the tender art. 

Each sorrow to control — 
To heal the deeply wounded heart. 

And cheer die drooping soid — 

When storms of grief assail, 

With sympathetic skill ; 
O'er all the tumult to prevail. 

And bid the waves be stilL 

As sorrowings day by day, 

I journey here below, 
Be thpu attendant on my way. 

And mitigate my WQ. 
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FALSEHOOD AND TRUTH. 

A FABLE PABAPHRASED. 

Falsehood an4 Truth, 

In e&rly youth, 
When pleasant wai thB weather, 

In friendly mood, 

Down to t^ flood, 
Once took a walk together. 

Come, After dear. 

Says Falsehood, here. 
As we are at our leisure ; 

Let's make a stop, 

The tide is up. 
And bathe awhile, for pleasure. 

Truth soon agreed. 

Undressed with speed. 
Of unsuspecting nature ; 

And careless throws 

Aside her clothes. 
And hastened to the water. 
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Whilst Falsehood, she 

Deliberately 
Disrobed, but would not enter, 

Into the flood, 

But shivering -stood. 
As if afraid to venture. 

Truth from the s^re. 

Ten yards or more, 
With caution had proceeded ; * 

When turning round, 

Too late, she Ibund 
That caution elsewhere needed. 

Falsehood had fled, 

With nimble tread. 
And of her clothes bereft her ; 

And in her haste. 

No time to waste, . 
Her own attire had left her. 

• « 

Dilemma sad ! 

No clothes Truth had, 
Since Falsehood's would not suit her- 
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• She soon designed. 
And fix*d her mind, 
That none she'd wear in future. 

E'er since which time^ 

In prose or rhyme, • 
The Naked Truth we call her ; 

Which honest name, 

She well may claim, 
From what did thus befall her. 

REFLECTIONS. 

In early life, deceiv'd by hope. 
We give imagination scope. 
And fondly in one pleasing group. 
Life's future scenes, we conjure up. 
To fancy's ravish' d eye. 

Then, while we view the future o'er, 
The^ past and present charm no more — 
We see a thousand joys before. 
Nor dream what disappointments sore. 
Our fondest hopes may blast. 
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But yet, alas ! while jotuneying through 
Each dark, successive stage b^low, 
By sad experience taught, we know ^ 

That life's a scene of varied wo. 
To all the nana of eartii. 

The dear ddusioBiB hope had spread 
Before our view — ^too soon are fled ; 
And often find we, in their stead, 
A train of woes, that love to tread 
Close at each other's heels. 

Though now and then, an hour serene. 
May kindly seem to intervene — 
Yet, while we're travelling thro* this scene, 
Few are the joys that mortals glean, 
From earth, and short liv'd too. 

The rose, althQugh the fairest flower 
That decks the garden, or the bower, "^ 

If pluck'd will fade in one short hour— 
Nor art nor skill possess the power, 
Its freshness to restore. 
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Just 80, the joys we have in Tiew, 
Which we so ardently pursue^ 
Content much labor to go through, 
In hopes of finding something new, 
And better than the past. 

Though they in prospect seem to bloom. 
When once in our possession come, 
Of frailest flowers they share the doom ; 
Fatal possession proves a tomb, 

From whence they rise no more. 

One source there is, and only one. 
From whence substantial joys are drawn ; 
These shall endure, and these alone. 
When latest time himself has flown, 
And suns no more shall rise. 

Religion, undefll*d and pure, 
Her's are those joys which shall endure; 
O, inay we but that prize secure. 
She (ifers all, but doth ensure 
The virtuous and the good. 
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This man, ere half his raoe i» run. 
Shall be by pleasure's self undone : 
And all too late^ with grief d^lore. 
His joys aU pa$t—^l pain before. 

Cold are the joys which avarice knows, 
And wealth is fraught with 'gilded woes ; — 
He, who Ms hopes of Heaven has sold, 
And basely bartered them for gold — 
Tho' drawn from every earthly mine, 
Kich diamonds in his coffers shine-— 

'Mid all his sordid wealth — must die — 

« 

No poorer wretch beneath the sky. 

Who smitten with the charms of fame, 
Seeks to peipetuate his name ; 
Whose ruling passion, vanity. 
Still prompts him every art to try- 
That wins th' attention, or that draws 
From senseless mobs, the loud applause ; 
While eager in pursuit — he dies — 
And low in dust, forgotten lies. 

Nor these are all who time abuse, 
Who live and labor to no use ; 



8T 

The proud pHloaopker^ who draws, 
From seco&d osuses, Batare-s laws — 
Who still 'aiid hannony, desigiir*- 
O'erlooks the.govemment diTme, 
Or atheist elie-^*' absurdly wise," 
The " great first cause," of all denies ; 

Though skill'd in philosophic lore, 
The depth of science he explore. 
And trace, as all the planets run, 
Th^ oirding orbits round ihe sua ; 
With all his learning, still, his mind 
Remains inci^Tigibly blinds- 
False knowledge but obscures his sight. 
And leads him down to endless night. 

Who wades through slaughter to a throne^ 
And proudly calls the world his own; 
Who thinks, that bom to be obey'd. 
All other men subservient made ; 
The only business of whose life 
Is devastation, war and strife ; 
His strength alone a tyrant's awe. 
His will the only sovereign law — 
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What thojigh im proud i&i|Maal g t > tO " " 
His mandate uneontroU'd aa iite-— 
He sits entLroii*d« while awe pcofound, 
And fearful silenoe aporead around ; 
Though nations tremble at his nod. 
And groan beneath his iron rod; 
— ^He's but a worm — for worms a prey. 
He soon resigns his royal sway. 

Since, then, each earth-bem hope is vain— 

Since pleasure leads us en to pain — 

Since wealth is poot» and fiune a breath. 

And kingly pdwer submits to death--* 

Since, all united, cannot give 

One boon that will the grave outlive ; 

Say, who but he is truly wise, 

Who builds his hopes upon the skies ? 

Religion! in thai heaveply wocd« 
What treasures, all divine, a]:e stoc^d; 
Descending from the realms above, 
Her object y Man— her errand^ Ix)ve; 
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She comet to Mften aU our doonv^ 
Invite earth's wretched waftdeierir hofi^ — 
Refine t^ soul, and lead the mty. 
To brighter wotlde^ aad eiidless day. 



THE FIELD OP BATTLE. 

Lo f o'er thosCnelds, once peaceful walks, 
Where love and innocency stray'd ; 

Now, ruin grimly smiling stalks, 
In blood-stain*d robes of war arrayM. 

What deadly fiend infuriate rears 
The crimson'd banner o*er the plain ? 

Sad presage of the widow's tears, 
And of the orphan's mournful train. 

'Tis man himself !— through lust of power, 
He deals destruction round the field ; 

'Tis he enjoys the dreadful hour, 
'Gainat- every soft persuasion steel'd! 
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See, drench'd in blood, the crimson'd plain ; 

Hark ! hear the dying warrior's groan ! 
In heaps on heaps behold the slain. 

All in promiscuous slaughter thrown ! 

The martial ardour, which impelled 

The stripling to the tented field, 

' And which in battler's rage upheld, 

And still forbade his heart to yield, *X 

Is quench'd in death — ^full low he lies. 
All cover'd o'er with ghastly wounds ; . 

No more from his cold bed to rise, 
'Till the last, general trumpet sounds. 

Here, 'mid this scene of carnage, die 
The father, son and husband dear ; 

Not mercy's self, nor pity's eye, 
Had leave to spare, if they were here. 

In vain the aged sire shall wait, 
To greet once more an only son ; 

Too soon, he learns his hapless fate ; 
And bends beneath the weight, undone. 



41 

In vain the wedded partner dear, ^ 

Of many a liaplegs yictim slain, 
Shall check the sad presaging tear, 

And hope to m^et him yet again. 

Too soon she learns he ever stays ; 

Too soon unchecked the tear shall flow — 
And thq sad remnant of her days, 

•Be doome^,^ unavailing wo. 

His children — (let your bowels yearn. 
And be the tear of pity shed)— 

Shall, in a mother's looks, discern 
A father's loss — and mourn him, dead. 

Barbarian man ! why dost thou boast. 
The courage fierce, the sanguine deed, 

By which thyself o'erthrew an host, 
And doomed ten thousand heartai^bleed ? 

O, when shall end this direful strife: 
When shall these bloody conflicts cease ? 

This If^vish waste of human life. 
Give place to ufiiversal peace ? 
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Sure, not as long lus we, the wreath 
Entwine around the Yiotor's name ; 

And sanctify the deeds of death, 
With hply rites and sg^did &me. 

Oh ! Thou, who rules above— below — 
Who dost this dreadful scene survey, 

Thy peaceful reign make haste to shaw. 
And usher in that j^lorio^s.daiy, 

When man shall sheathe the murdering steel, 
Nor pluAge it in a brother's breast ; 

When peace shall twine her lasting wreath. 
And the whole Earth from carnage rest. 

Then innocence shsill walk the plain. 
And peace, and joy and love be there ; 

Our liearts rebound with joy again, 
And gUdneas cro\YH the circling year. 
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INTEMPEEANCE. 

Intemperance vilf ! away, away, 
No more beguile my sovil asttay ; 
For in thy bowl, most ttue it is. 
That serpents roll and addearft hiss ; 
I've prov'd thee well — ^ revel past, — 
An inward hell success at last. 

I know thee by that tottering gait. 
That redden'd eye and sei^teless prate— r 
Those unstrung nerves — that palsied frame — 
That just but serves to keep life's flame- 
That nauseous breath«-that bloated face — 
That tells us death draws near apace. 

Unhappy they, who from th.y cup, 
Day after day, the poison sup : — 
The loss ^ wealth, th^ lacs of fsaae. 
The loss of health asMi a good name — 
And above all-^^ ruibed sbul — 
These loudly calk—" Bmamce the BowV* 
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THE DYING DAY. 

• 
On heaven's bounty fltill dependant. 

For each miMnent as it flies ; 
Folly still his chief attendant. 

Tell me is not man unwise ? 

Ye, who time are prone to squander ; 

Ye, who lavish life away ; 
O, be serious, solemn, ponder 

O'er and o'er a dping day. 

Take a silent retrospeotioa 

Of the path of life yw've ferod; 

Do your sins point to correction. 
From the ehasl/ning hand of God > 

O, then, bowln dMf) eontrition 5 - 
Prostrate at his^ftetstool lie ; 

He'll regard tlM low petition, 
And the pMiit^tiitl ory. 
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Rich in mercy, be'U befUend you, 
He will wash your g^t away ; 

Bieh in goodnMs, he*ll attend yoUr 
And support your dfing dap, 

Aijd all ye, in youthful vigor. 
Ye, who d\vell in life's fair mom, 

Do not deem it needless rigor. 
If the muse attempt to warn. 

Slippery paths your feet beguiling. 
Heedless ye are prone to stray ; 

And while pleasure beckons, smiling. 
To forget your dying day. 

Think not, ye tire prvmstureiy 
Told, that Mle^s a ftsetix^ breath ; 

Since no aige is armed securely, 
^Gainst the flying Jidiafts of deatdi. 

0, how many, uneaipected, 

In their bloom are snatched away ; 
Shall their memory be neglected ? 

Or forgot their 4y^ 4ay ? 
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You havt Men your eomnides felUag 
To thd silent gvare centign'd; 

You, perliaps, bave haHrd Idiem caUifig 
To svraYviM, left behind ; 

'' O, forsake earth's low bom pleasinjbsy 
GlitteiJAg to js and trifles gay ; ' 

And lay up religion's treasures, 
'Gainst a solemn dping day*'^ 

Earth end i^ its scdnes receding - 
Frmn before their olodng view ; 

Have you seen them ihus lie pleading — 
Thus lie ii^ercedittg you ? 1 

And when Itle no-mcffe would languish, 
When ^ey sunk in death's dohi. sleep, 
Have they left youiM'd with anguish, 
* O'er your h^omfiimd^ to weep ? 

Scenes like these^weie sure designed you,^ 
Sad mementos ea your way ; 

These were waraitigs toreimiid)yQu 
Of a m\mst4^fii^.40^ 
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That, vUle -seeing tkoie atotiiid you, 
Struck hf death's aU*coiiqu6iiiig darts — 

While dieir kts might deefiAy wound you, 
While yon mouni'd dMsener'd iiearts-^ 

Though in health and vigor blooming, 
You might your own fhulty see ; 

And on time no more pxesunung. 
Seek for immortalUy. 

To those lessons thus attending, 
Journey on in wisdom's way— 

So at last, kind lieaven be-fMending, 
Help you in a dying dmy. 

But, O ye, wholi n«t awaken. 

At the sound of danger near, 
Whenat lmg<^ you're mvrtadten. 

Where, O where wUI you appear ? 

T^eitoei aU around you li^g, 

Opening vast eternity ! 
Nom the tkougkt i«. seleasiistng. 

What nuist eiai your ,/aelii^s be ? 
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Then ye tteughdess, how wMle M^asting, 

Carelessly, your Kves away ; 
O, remember* you are hastening 

To a solemn dying day. 

A'DMONITION. 

O thou, who e'er thou art, that hast begun. 
Life's varied journey here below, to run ; 
Attend a while, nor slight instruction giy^n 
By sage experience, and the Yoioe of heaven ; 
Though now, while eyed thro' hopes dehudTe 

glass. 
Thy way appears a pleasant road to pass ; 
Expect not thou« while journeying tiurough this 

scene^ 
Perpetual sunshine, or a sky serene ; 
No mortal e'er the path of life didgo^ 
But what he tasted of the cup of wo— 
None are exempt,- ikom moninreks, robed in statci 
To the poor beggar at the ridi man's gate ; 
But if these matims thov wilt st^l obey. 
Nor from them swerve whik thou art on thy way, 
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Whatever tnals may thy life att^d^ 
They'll safely guide thee to a hai^ytend^ 

Check and repress the ardor which inspires 

Thy youthful bosonii} filled with mid desires ; 

O, let it not ungovem'd, bear away 

Thy untaught feet, in devious paths astray ; 

Remember, that the only road to peace 

Begins where all our selfish passions cease ; 

And he who roves, by each base passion led, 

From honor, peace and haf^ness has fled ; 

And eager in pui«uit of guilty joys, 

The noblest powers and noblest hopes destroys. 

A life of sensual pleasure does at best. 

Place man upon a level with the beast ; 

'* Blunts all his powers ethereal, drags him down 

To some vile clod, <|uits reason of her throne ;" 

Taints all his heart, and with impure control. 

Mars every latent purpose of his soul, 

'Till brutalized and stamped with foul disgrace, 

A shame and teairor to his kindred race. 

His strength exhausted and his pleasures past, 

A premature old age succeeds at last. 
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But thou be wise, and pleasure's syren Sarins ' 
Withstand^ nor Bold her dallying in thy atms ; 
If she but once her empire o'er thee gain, 
Her promised joys shall quiek transform to pain ; 
Though beds of roses promii^ thee repose, 
Her bed shall prove to be a bed of woes. 
And every vicious joy that she may bring. 
But serves to sharpen guilt^s tormenting sting. 

See ! see ! alcmg the busy road of life, 
The mi^ty stir, tiie tumult and ihe stinhy 
All eager in some fond pursuit they run. 
To win what proves a diiappoiataienit won ; 
Fame, wealth or pleasure ever in their eye. 
All nobler aims they pass unheeded by ; 
Still unenjoy'd whatever they've obtain'd— - 
Some object yet in view they have not gwn'd ; 
Thus anxiously the whole of life they spend, 
And discontented to the grave descend. 

lA all thy dealings with mankind be just. 
Let none accuse thee with a breach of trust; 
If thou in other men should faults discern, 
Scan thy own weakness, and thy failures learn ; 
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Be kind to all, be oondescending, meek, 
And widi thy oumj the good of otherM geek ; 
So shalt thou gain tlie blesiisiggof mankind, 
And in their blessings thy own blessings find. 

If heaven should gire thee overpltw of store. 
Reach forth thy hand nnto the needy poor, 
And let thy listening ear attend their csff. 
Far as thy means allow their wants supply ; 
Be not afraid, then shalt receive reward, 
" Who gives unto the poor, lends to the Lord." 

Much could be written, much could still be said. 
But a few lines may well suffice instead ; 
Yet still so small a compttis will contain. 
All of thy duty which may yet remain ; 
Take thou the Holy S^rit for thy guide ; 
And let it over all thy heart preside ; 
Thou to no o<^er teacher needs 't apply, 
'Twill learn thee how to live and how to die. 
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ACKNOWLEDGMENT; 

Thou art, O God ! the sacred source 

Whence ex^y Idesaiag fiojws ; 
And every joy that mwi( p«rtftkes. 

He to thy goo4nes9 Qwes* 

If thou but smile, thy smile is life-^ 

Of peace a ftill supply ; 
Or if thou frown — beneath thy frown, 

How soon our comi£orts die. < 

The common bounties. Nature yields, 

Flow from thy liberal hand ;- 
And health, and strength, and length of days, 

Are all at thy command. 

Yet thoughtless mortis Thee foirget, 

Nor own thy sovereign power ! 
Presumptuous still, until they meet « 

With dark affliction's hour. 
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When on l^fe tnyabl'd sea of lifs, 
Griefs billows round him rise,' 

Or when upon his sickly eoudi, 
All pale and weak he lies — 

Then, man begins himself tQ scan, 
And owns his title just ; y 

That vain he is at best estate, 
A feeble child of dust. 

He feels his impotence, nor can 

His arm the storm control ; 
While fears of death compass him round, 

And terrors shake his soul. 

Beneath thy chast'ning hand he learns, 
How precious is that grace — 

That goodness — which so long abus*d. 
So long invites our race. 

Then, if witii penitence sincere. 

He at thy footstool lie — 

►And humbFd in the dust, to thee. 

For heavenly succour cry — 
5 
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Such is thy .great compaasiiOiL jitUI; 

To the frail soaEU of iclay -; 
Thy mercy graaits hhn. Idnd reiiefi 

And wipes hk teaiajaway. 

O, then, let mortals to thy name, 
AsdKbe the power and praise ; 

Great giver of our ev*ry good. 
And length'ner of our days. 



TO THE PIOUS UNDER AFI'LICTIQN. 

Ye children of affliction ! should ye mo\u^ 
As those who jnourn as without hope ? Despair 

Should never enter your abodes, since ye 
The objects are of heaven'« peculiar care. 

Whatever cares affliet, or ilk Vetide, 
Whatever woes your patih oiiHk attend; 

Ye should with an unshaken confidence. 
Upon your great, Almighty fiie&d depend. 
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If je are poor, and 'by .^ wodd despis'd, 
Despise, in turn, its scam ; the good and toise 

Claim you as kindred, bear you in.tkeir heart, 
AjM hail you feUow«pilgrimB to the skies. 

' Do inward troubles rise, say, ^e you left 
To feel y6ur inward want and impotence ? 

Are you, like Jonah, in the deeps, enclos'd ? 
Like Jonah, even call on God from thence. 

Be not discourag'd, neither be dismay' d. 

Though you no onward path before may see ; • 

The arm Omnipotent hath often made 

A way where there appeared no way to be. 

Though for a season may his chosen ones 
Be deeply tried as he may see it best ; 

Yet surely in due time will he bestow. 

Sweet solace for their grief, from trouble, rest. 

Will he, whose goodness and whose care is such. 
That not a sparrow to the ground can fall, 

Without his notbe ; say will he refuse 
To hear whien jus afflieted children call ^ 
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No, though the mother may neglect her €hild — 
Her nursing babe forget, nor hear its cries ; 

Ne'er will His ear of heaveialy pity prove 
Deaf to your lone complaints, your groAs 
and sighs. 

Do fears, of future want disturb your rest. 
And nightly rob your pillow of repose? 

Those fears dismiss, let gratitude instead. 
Rise high to heaven for what he still bestows. 

^ear what the Lord of life, himself, declar'd; 

Hear what he even now to you doth say ; 
" Are not five sparrows for two farthings sold ? 

I^ear not, ye are of greater worth than they. 

** Take for to-morrows fare no anxious tho't. 
What ye shall wear, or drink, or who will feed; 

But safe confide in this, of all these things, 
Your heavenly father knoweth ye have need. 

" The lillies toil not, neither do they spin. 
Yet how they grow in beauteous robes array'd ! 

If God so clothe the very grass and flowers, 
O, ye of little faith, are ye afirdd?" 
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What words of blest efieonragement are tkese. 
And spoke by Him whose word did never fail; 

Then from your breasts djnniss each anxious fear, 
Ail^ let distressing doubts no more prevail. 



AN ACROSTIC 

On.the death of Wiluam TuoniixAir, who was drowned at 
Portsmouth, N. H. 

When sterling worth is stricken down and in the 

earth laid low, 
It's manly, and not weakness, then, for Mend-^ 

ship's tears to flow ; ^ 

Let some memorial sweet arise— a tribute to the 

just,— 
Let sacred be their resting place and hallowed 

be their dust. — 
If the sad muse that mourns thy fate, thy virtue 

could portray, 
As brightly as in thee they shone, through all 

life's chequered way ; 
Methinks 'twould be enough to lure the votaries 

of sin, 
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To widdom's wa79-»to peade of imnd, and to a 

^ heaven within .-•— 
Unto thy memory though we raise no montiment 

of fiame, * 

Can time o^ space make void the crown which 

virtuous worth may claim ? 
Kingdoms and Empires rise and fall and nations 

pass away ; 
Eternal are the lyings unseen, and never can 

decay. 
Remembering still the sudden call, whidi sealed 

thy earthly 4oo]n, 
ourn though we must^ yet not as those where 

hope can have no room ; 
A better world, we trust, thou'st gained; a 

higher, holieif spUete, 
Nor sighs, nor tears, nor anzioBfl ^ares can ever 

enter there. 
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HUMBLE CONFIDENCE. 

To Thee, my God, my heart, full soon,i — 
Thy wondrous ways to learn, — 

At rising morn and towering noon, 
And evening shadea shall turn.. 

Thou art my l\fe, my hop$f my joy. 

My everlasting all j 
A solace no^ng c«n destroy, 

Whatever may befall. 

Of merc&ee pMt, lliov^t tiriTes in Tain, 

The number -to recomit; 
While daily UiecHnagt joiR tifeetr train 

And swell the^ vast amounts 

When humUed in tiu dust I lay. 
With guiltti sad n^eig^ oppress'd, 

Thy patdoaiiig' smile did peaicd convey, 
And gave my spirit rest. 
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Thou took me from a horrid pit— 

My feet from miry clay ; 
And on a rock Thou didst them set. 

And hast confirmed my way. 

In Thee I safely may confide, 

Whatever thy hand may do ; 
If Jordan rolls its deepening tide, 

Thou'lt safely lead me through. 

O grant I stiU may be possessed * 

Of humble confidence ; 
||\ That I may lean upon Thy breast, 
And draw my comforts thence. 

Grant but Thy pres^Bce to my sevl, 

And Thy approving smile ; • 
Whatever sdoows o'er me roll, 

I can rejoice the while*-*^ 

Whatever the future Biay oreHreid, 

This gloripus truth I know,. 
Thou stmp'^t to chthe^a^ mmA'HUi heal; 

And I submissive. bow. 
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Full oft tiie heart of man requires — 
(That hidden world within) — 

Affliction's pririfying'fites 
To cleanse that heart from sin. 

The dross alone Thou wilt consume. 
The wheat Thou'lt gather hoine ; 

In heavenly fields ordained to hloom, 
Where blight nor mildew come. 

The •^flrtre*^— one extatic song ' 

Of gratitude and praise ; 
Where endless ages still prolong 

The never-dying lays. 

O guide me thro' lifers toilsome road. 

To that immortal shore — 
To my Redeemer's blest abode, : 

Where sin disturba no more. . 

There, safely when arrived at last, 

The trials that distressed. 
And toils and dangers felt and pa^'d. 

Will sweeter make my rest. 
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THE PRIB^STu 

A certain priest, whose village fame, 
His character did well proclaim ; 
Of stature short, hut helly quite 
Beyond all hounds of reason's right — 
More skill'd hy far in gormandizing. 
Than he was in moralizing. 
Yet at the last, sometimes would try. 
As you shall hear, tod I wonH lie. 

The marriage of the village 'Squire, 
This priest's attendance did require ; 
With which he did comply, and went, 
No foe to civil merriment ; 
Likewise, hie oMce too, eottimands' 
He should imite In nuptial bands ; 
Arrived — ^full quick the knot he tied, 
Which nought but death can now divide. 

The wine gdes merrily around. 

The priest grows move and more profound ; 



His own paHshonen ke eyes^ 
And then b^ns to msmomte ; 
Of Job and his affioted state, 
He talks, and of his patience great ^ 
Whom no auctions could subduje. 
But still his virtues blister grew. 

Then censur'd he, th* impatient mood, 
That evil could not take with good ; 
That cifosses small could not sustain, 
The greatest blessings to obtain ; 
Avers that light afflictions sent 
Some greater evil oft prevent ; 
That men should patiently endure 
The med'cine which effects a cure. 

Thus he cixpatiates, and they hear 
With awe and reverential fear. 

The table now is set in state. 
And fairly groans beneath the weight ; 
But here the mi»e, if she shoujhl dwell. 
Could no* the costly viands tell^ — 
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Suffice to say, tkere was enough 
For priest, and all beneath the roof. 

The priest beheld, with gladdeo'd eje, 
The grand, the full, the large supply. 
And thought his craving appetite 
Would now be satiated quite ; 
Then onwards, towards the loaded table 
Hobbled, as well as he was able ; 
Where, when arrived, the elbow'd chair 
Serv'd his. important self to bear. 

But ah ! that disappointments sore, 
Are not with greater patience bore ; 
He was but settled in his seat. 
And had but just begun to eat. 
When dreadful pangs within his jaw, 
Compelled him forthwith to wiliidraw ; 
The remnants of a rotten tooth. 
Did rob him of his feast, forsooth. 

As at the fire he grumbling sat, 
And murmur'd there at his hard fate, 



One of bis own p«ii8k)ners^ 
Who all his sad compkining hears, 
To comfoirt him in his distress, 
With archness did him thus address : 

*' This light affliction, sure, was sent 
A greater evil to prevent ; 
For had you ate your fill, O then. 
What pangs had in your belly been.*' 

3C0BAL. 

Not all, even while they others teach, 
Practice the duties which they preach. 



Suggested by reading an Xssay signed Tindex, on observing the 
Sabbath, wherein the writer spoke disrespectfully of the dead. 

Oh how vindictive Vindcx is, 

Who will remain secure ! 
Oh ! who can wield a pen like his, 

Or who his pen endure ! 
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Say, who among ns but must diead 
Each forthwith oommg scmwl, 

Since both the Uoing^ and tixe dead, 
Benealii his censures fall. 

By what we've ^een, if understood, 

The spirit of them all, 
Not Draco* s pen was dipped in blood. 

So deep as his in gall. 

Nor let him think the muse mistakes, 

But own the rule is iair, 
To judge the spirit which dictates, 

By what the dictates 'ase* 

And who is this that dares intrude, 
With an unhallowed tread ? 

That thus profanes deatlCs solitude. 
And vilifies the dead ? 

That ere are dried the lulling tears 
Of mourners weeping round ; 

With an uidioly seal appears. 
To ope affliction's wound? 
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Such characters, it may be said, 

Who can enough despise ? 

That aim their malice at the dead, 

Beneath religion's guise ! 
\ 

O how unlike are such to those 

Whose hecurts of sympathy 
Participate in •' other's woes," 

And <* hide the faults they see/' 

May swh jre&xnneis be but few. 

In mercy to our race ;-^ 
May ^roce- divine their hearts-renew. 

And save them iaxDOL x^sgxae& 

Is Vindex young ? then let him wait. 

Ere he again i^pears ;-«- 
^Twill be no loss to Church or State, 

Altho' it be **nine years." 

Experience teaches sober sense ; 

Age may our follies cure ; — 
Yes, let him wait, and draw from thence 

His maxims safe and pure. 
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ACROSTIC. 

Halcyon hours of peace serene, 
Evermore iky steps attend, 
Through life's yanegated scene, 
To thy journey's farthest end. 
Youth and heauty, hoth are thine, 

Charms, which time shall steal away ; 
Unperishable and divine. 
Mental charms shall ne' er decay. 
May' st thou a spotless mind retain. 
Impervious still to fraud and guile ; 
Nor ever with the giddy train. 
Go thou in search of pleasures vain — - 
Shun, shun deluding flattery's smile. 



69 



THE LESSER TRIALS OF HUMAN LIFE. 

When earnest journeying on your way. 
To find yourself ten miles astray ; 
And while in haste, retreating hack, 
To find you've missed again your track. ^ 

A paltry jadt that will not go, 
By spur, by menace, or by blow; 
A swine you would to market lead,, 
That, tumis all way» but that ahead.. 

A sound tooth drawn, by mere mistake,. 
The one you meanly left still to ache ;. 
A chaise and horse hitched at the door,. 
When you are ready — gone before. 

A debtor, who neglects to pay — 

A creditor, who'll not delay ; 

An empty stomach, and still worse 

Than all the rest, an empty purse. 
6 
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THE WORLD AS IT IS. 

WRITTEN IN A SOMEWHAT CROSS HUMOR. 

This world's a world of troubles, 

Perpleidty and care- 
Its transient joys are bubbles 

Which float to disappear — 
Its most enticing pleasures 

But serve to lead astray, 
And all its sordid treasures 

No better are than clay. 

I'm tir'd of daily hearing 

What daily still I hear. 
So little truth appearing 

In all that meets mine ear ; 
I'm tired of daily seeing 

What daily still I see, 
The meritorious fleeing 

From bold audacity. 
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One sets up a reformer 

To lessen human ills, 
But merely proves a stormer — 

Tears down, but never builds. 
'Gainst the whole lot of vices 

He preaches forth with zeal, 
'Till numbers he entices 

Beneath his Hobby's wheel — 

Then drives ahead like thunder 

And throws them in the mud. 
And proves a special wonder — 

A villain understood (stud) 
He steals his Landlord's horses, 

And claps them to his car. 
And alters then his courses 

And takes his journey fax. 

He proves a worthless vagrant, 
A knave in deep disguise — 

His place not long is vacant — 
Some other rogue will rise — 
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A politician enters 

With patriotic fire, 
To promise us he ventures, 

All that our hearts desire, 

If we will join the party 

And jump upon his car, 
And with our voiceff hearty 

Join in the loud huzza ; 
No matter tho* the devil 

Be candidate to-day. 
Or, (sure I mean no evil,) 

If Polk or Mr. Clay— 

O, one would think to hear him, 

His patriotic zeal 
Forever would endear him. 

And save his country's weal — 
He gains the loaves and fishes. 

And sumptuously doth fare. 
And leaves the empty dishes 

For those who placed him there. 
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Thus poor mankind are cheated. 

By humbugs of the 4ay ; 
Good purposes defeated 

By up-starts such as they ; 
Yet learn not, tho' experience 

Still keeps so dear a school, 
With common sense at variance, 

They still will act the fool. 



TO THE MUSQUETOE. 

Thou wolf in miniature, than wolf more gaunt. 
And more blood-thirsty, too, if possible ; — 
For with the blood the wolf devours the^es^ ; 
But all thy food, (as far as I can find,) 
Is lloody and human blood — ^I like thee not ; 
Nor thy proboscis keen, at midnight hour 
Drawing my blood — that of my children, too ; 
The vampire only, can with thee compare. 
Through all creation's ample round, still he^ 
More courtier-like, disturbs not the repose 



Of his nnhappy victiija ; but with wings 
Expanded wide, hm ]nm. to softer sleep. 
Thou ruffian-like com'st buzising rou^id ifij ears, 
Arousing me, perhaps, f^om plea^i^ig dreams, 
To waking cares, which all the Jj-Ye long day 
Previous, h^d ezei;ci$'d vckf anxious mind ; 
Or, if perchance, thou wakeful should'st me find. 
Indulged in meditfttion's peaceful train. 
One thrust of thy dread weapon will disturb 
The calm ideas rising in my mind, 
And leave me half distracted with the smart — 
Much as I hate thee, still I would not wish 
Thy slender limbs should on the rack be stretch- 
ed. 
For I am merciful, (I wish thou wert,) 
The only doom against thee I proi^ounce, 
Is instantaneous deaih^ the ei^d of pain. 
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STANZAS. 

O ! for tliat spliere — ^that happy inhere- 
Where there's no sigh, where there's no tear- 
Those fielcU drest in immortal greets, 
Where fading flowers are never seen — 
Where want — ^nor misery — ^nor grief 
Appear, to ask in vain, relief — 
Where sin and guilt no more molest — 
And where the weary are at rest. 

For in this wilderness below, 

Sighs still we breathe, and tears still flow ; 

And oft they fall npon the bier 

Of bosom friends, or kindred dear— 

And flowers of Hope, that bloomed so fair, 

Leave us to anguish and despair — 

And sin and guilt maintain their sway, 

And man goes mourning day by day. 
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JOB'S AFFLICTION. 

While poverty dejects. 

And wldle the world neglects, 

I pensive sit alone ; 
How wretched is my state. 
How cruel is my fate. 

How bitter is my groan ! 

My friends, they stand aloof. 
Their looks are cold enough 

To chill life's genial glow ; 
Say, for what crime of mine. 
The planets all combine 

To plunge me thus in woe? 

No one have I oppress'dy 

I've felt for the distress'd, i 

And mourned their hapless lot ; 
In tender sympathy. 
Have breathed a kindred sigh, 

Then why am I forgot ? 
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My ills so hopeless are, 
m shield me in despair. 

Nor longer seek a cure ; 
Then come, the world's proud scorn, 
And disappointment's thorn, 

I can you both endure. 

The blooms of hope so fair. 
That once embalmed the air, 

To me me are withw'd dead ; 
Through all the world around, 
No flower for me is found. 

But cruel thorns instead. 

Why should I longer strive, 
Why all my hopes survive. 

Why desolate remain? — 
Were I prepared for death. 
With joy I'd yield my breath. 

And thus escape irom pain. 
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I AM FREE. 

I've signed the pledge — the glorious pledge — - 

Of Total Abstinence ; 
I've built around myself a hedge ; 

And naught shall tempt me thence. 

The wine may sparkle in the bowl, 

And give its color bright ; 
It never more shairsting my soul. 

Nor like an adder bite. 

Its poisonous venom ne'er again. 

Shall circle in my blood ; 
Who drains the cup is sure to drain 

Aflliction's deepest flood. 

The revels of the midnight hour*— 

The Bacchanalian strain ; 
When reason re-asserts her power. 

End but in shame and pain. 
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No more I walk that dangeroiia ground, 
The drunkard's grave in view ; 

My feet a happier road hiM found. 
And fairer paths pursue. 

And see before me, glorious Hope^ 
That points me to the skies ! 

The wings of Faith shall bear me up, * 
And teach my soul to rise. 



SORROW TURNED TO JOY. 

'* Ah me ! how wretched is my lot, 

I'm weary of my life — 
My husband he has quite forgot 

His children and his wife. 

His home is now tibe taoemy there 
He spends each hard-earned groat ; 

Of our hard toil and harder far €y 
He takes no longer thought* 
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IVe tried each art affection knows, 

To lure him from the place ; 
Yet daily, nightly, there he goes, 
And wallows in disgrace. 

My children — ^they are in the street. 
All covered o'er with rags ; 

And I have neither bread nor meat, 
Nor meal within the bags. 

Indeed, my ills so hopeless be, 
I would that I were dead — 

But what is that I yonder see ? 
What colors float ahead ? 

Have the brave Washingtonians 
Their standard planted there ? 

If so, then there is hope for me, 
And I will not despair. 

'Xis so — ^*tis so— I see from hence — 
And as I draw more near, 

The words of Total Abstinence 
All plainly do appear. 
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Who knows but that my husband's there, 

By chance or by design ;. 
If so, Heaven grant my fervent prayer, 

And give him grace to sign* 

'Tis he — 'tis he — I see him stand— 

Ah me ! must I despair ? 
The pen is in his trembling hand-*^ 

He signs — ^his name is there. 

I thank thee — gracious power divine, 

Upon my bended knee, 
The work, God, the work is thine / 

And thine the praise shall be." 



THE CURSE OF CURSES. 

V 

The curse of curses is the cup 

Intoxication gives ; 
Man's/tiittrc hopes it swallows up. 

And makes him wretched while he lives. 
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Pale Famine — War and Pestilence^ 

Compared, are transient ills ; 
Tk^y have their time to come — go hence-^ 

But that a constant work fulfills. 

What is that work ? it is the same 

As in the days of yore — 
Vice — misery — degradation — shame — 

The same as in the days of Noah. 

And shall we careless^-idly sit 

And see the passers by, 
Go reeling headlong, to the pit, 

And not our utmost efforts try. 

To check them in their mad career, 

By soft persuasion's art ? 
{And there are few but what will hear 

The feeling language of the heart,) 

No ! let us up and sound the alarm— 

And let our zeal be shown ; 
The watchmen, who, the coming harm 

Perceive, should make the danger known. 
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LINES 

Occasioned by having had the Displeasure of hearing one of the « 
MoDBRN lUiinnNATi deliver a lecture ; Whereby my feelings became 
80 much interested, I was constrained to pen the following lines, in 
which, should there be any exuberance of censure, not particularly 
belonging to the particular speaker on that occasion, it may be 
handed over to others of the same ftatemity where most needed. 

Those lips be shrivelled, that would derogate, 
Or take from Christ the honor of his state, 
When meek and lowly on the earth he trod. 
And purchased by his blood, access to God. — 
Withered those hands that from him takes His 

crown. 
And with the learned sages set Him down. 
Poor is that teaching, that woiild lead the mind. 
Deficiencies in Jesus Christ to find — 
Lessen the faith that crowns him Lord Supreme, 
The only hope of man, and angels* theme, — 
Tells us that He, our^every tho't who knows, 
To sages skill'd in lore. His knowledge owes ; 
Tak^s, from his miracles, the sacred seal 
Of power Omnipotent — nor fears to steal 
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The mantle of the prophets, and apply 
The sacred Robe to false Philosophy — 
Tells us that Science can Uie place supply, 
Of Holy Inspiration from on high, 
That Natural Reason if improved by art. 
Of God, the saving knowledge can impart ; 
And proves the teacher when his lecture's done, 
Socinian, Gnosticky Pantheist^ all in one— 
'Tis strange such bombast and such senseless din^ 
A mushroom popularity should win — 
Strange the community should lend an ear, 
A satire upon common sense to hear — 
Should pay their cash to transcendental tools. 
To be by them both duped and dubbed as fools — 
Ask their belief " Go search the earth and sky, 
You'll find it there," they give for a reply, — 
An answer quite as vague as their address. 
Which may mean Tnore^ perhapa it maymean less;: 
Where adjectives are placed for nouns with care* 
Expect we very little substance there.* 

*The style of these Modern lUaminati is remarkaUe Cor the ftre- 
quebt use of adjectives in the place of nouns, as •*the re«l— the 
pure— the infinite"— thus hiding their lack of power of expression by 
the use of appropriate terms, and exposing their mental nudity by 
an affected Ude of bombastic nothings. 
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The truth's Idieir creed is nowhere to be found. 
Above, heneaUk, or in the expanse aronnd. 
Long since with their own mowil reason chrowned. 
Brovmsonians, CarlyUsts^, who cahnot And 
Our language rich enough to tell their mind, 
Their tho'ta profound, their sentiments refined, — 
Forget or read not Mihon and Sbakspeare, 
Who wrote therein and still therein appear ; 
Soared to the extent the human mind can soar. 
Did every passion of the heart explore, 
And gained for which themselves in vain may try. 
Honor and/awie and immortality ; 
Whose works will live, till sets the Sun of Time, 
Or long as man adnnres^ the true Sublime. 

Let those who form the transcendental host, 
In their own vrild, mysterious reasonmge lost, 
Think of those angels who in Heaven destroyed 
Their peace, then walked the dark chaotic void — 
Farther and farther from all solace fell, 
And made at last their fixed abode in .hell — 
Let them take warning, dim not Truth's pure ray. 
Designed to guide us up to heaven's own day, 
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So, so conspicuous to us all displayed, 
It needs from vain Philosophy no aid : 
Let them, instead of leading men astray. 
Find for themselves the new and living way. 
And the first Gospel terms of life obey. 
Deeply repent and follow out the rule — 
" Ere man he wise he knows himself afooV 



THE CHRISTIAN'S REST. 

There remaineth therefore a rest to the people of God. 

[Heb. iv. 9. 

The World, the Flesh and Devil, 

For enemies we have ; 
How can we shun the evil, 

Or all their power outbrave ? 
No weapons that are carnal. 

Can e'er these foes subdue ; 
Yet through a power eternal. 

We still may conquer through. 

Wh^i Satan comes the nearest, 
And throws his pointed darts ; 



87 

And trials the severest, 

Seize on our troubled hearts ; 

There is still a power above him, 
Nor can he e'er prevail. 

Unless we first approve him. 
Or Faith and Patience fail. 

Ye pilgrim band returning, 

To Heaven, your native shore ; 
Though painfiilly sojourning, 

Yet still do not give o'er. 
In every trying season, 

Eesort to humble prayer— 
You'll find you have no reason 

To doubt or to despair. 

If ye are sorely tempted. 

And many trials have, 
From which there's none exempted, 

On this side of the grave ; 
Think of your Savior, Jesus, 

Who suffered all you feel. 
In every trial sees us, 

And every wound will heal. 
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With hdavenly balm he cUreasi^, 

Each un mk wounded soul ; 
And in hi* kind embrace*, ^ 

The dying 9re made ^i^hole. 
Think of the Lai^d of Promiset 

That lies before our view; 
'Tis not far distant &om us, 

So patient journey through. 

When once you there have^ vested. 

Upon that hi^py shore, 
You there will be^ ilaolest^d 

By Satan's arts no more. 
There shall you i^og ihe glovj 

Of Him who led you through ; 
While AngeU join the story. 

And give him praises too. 



ACROSTIC. 

Charles, while you journey here beloW) amid this 

* scene of care^- 
Heaven still be you]: {ooteotor kind, and shield 

you from despair—^ 
Attend and bless your evwy vr$j — if troubles 

should attend. 
Remember that afflictions oft prove blessings in 

the end — 
Let God your maker — ^'tig his right — ^your in- 
most heart possess. 
Each work, you imdertake, he then, will sanctify 

and bless. 
Secure his favor — ^nothing else, can satisfy the 

soul — 
Can give us peace when troubled waves of deep 

affliction roll — 
Make him your hope^ your strength and stay*-^ 

his counsel your delight— 
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And in Ids law still meditate, and that shall lead 

aright — 
Rely on him in humble &ith, nor e'er mistrust 

his grace. 
Believing he is every where and filleth endless 

spacer- 
Let morning — ^noon — ^and evening shades, be 

witness to your prayer — 
Each day on earth devote to Heaven, then, gain 

admittance there. 



AUTUMNAL REFLECTIONS. 

'the Earth no more is dressed in green. 
Nor flowers adorn the plain — 

But Autumn stretching o'er the scene, 
Awakes the pensive strain. 

Pale season ! how thy felling leaves . 

The race of man portray ! 
A bed ais lowly Mm recdhres, 

As weak and frail as they. 
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Since last we saw thy annual tound, 
What countless hosts have fell I 

And lowly slumbering in the ground, 
Death's mighty trophies swell ! 

AU to the grave are bound — ^the great. 
The good and wise must die — 

Such irrevocably the fete 
Of poor humanity. 

Yet mourn we not as those who mourn 

Without a cheering ray ; . 
The resurrection's glorious mom 

Shall give them to the day. 

-Shall Nature die and live again, 

Drest in luxuriant bloom. 
And man be doomed to hope in vain, 

A triumph o'er the tomb ? 

No — ^he who breathed the living soul, 
That spark immortal, gave. 

O'er which pale death has no control, 
Nor victory the grave. — 
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The fJMWging faeftsons of tiie year — 

Creftdve wisdom's plan — 
As they rerolve, resemblace bear 

To the £rail life of man. 

The 9pring his yev^ — ^the summer's hlaze. 
His mcmh99d*s gcMen prime — 

And Autumn prnU his age displays, 
Along the verge of time.— 

Now at the solemn close of year, 

'Mid Nature's sad decay ; 
Let man^ with trembling hope and fear, 

His latter end survey. 

And trusting in that gracious power. 

Which first his being gave, 
To him devote life's transient hour. 

And hope beyond the grave. 
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THE SAGE INSTRUCTED. 

** Could I recall life's early stage — 
Could childliood's sweet simplicity, 

Whicli charmed me then, charm now my a^ ; 
Then might I once more happy be.'* 

Thus spake the man innured to cajres. 
Whose life had been a life of pain; 

Beneath the weight of threescore years, 
He sighed for simple joys again. 

D^p read in books and skilled in lore — 

Deep mysteries to solve he tried — 
But found at length that reaaou'i power 

Was limited, and stopped and sighed« 

•§ 
When sudden, broke upon his ear — 

A voice of lovo— yet seemed to chide ; 
With feelings fraught with hope and fear. 

He listened while his passions died. 
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" Can finite grasp tiie infinite. 
Or man his Maker comprehend ? 

As well may darkness claim the light. 
Or falling bodies upward tend. 

Man's reasoning powers were kindly given. 

In their own sphere for proper use- 
But cannot scale the walls of Heaven, 
Nor the prophetic seals unloose. 

Then what avail the midnight oil — 
The tho't intense — the wakeful hour — , 

The Mind's vast labyrinth of toil. 

In search of things beyond thy power ? 

let these useless labors cease — • 

Man's wisdom Heaven doth still confound ; 

Give o'er vain toil and seek sure peace, 
On higher, holier, happier ground. 

A second birth is man's to know— 

A birth begotten from above — 
By grace renewed— tn grace to grow — 

'Tis His to prove redeeming love. 
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The wise his wisdom must forego— 
The savage nature turn to mild — 

If man this happy state would know. 
He must become as is a child. 

Then, heaven-bom— destined to the skies-^ 
God is his father and his friend — 

To heaven his sweet communings rise — 
From Heaven his peace and joy descend. 

A state more blest by far is this, 

Than " childhood's sweet simplicity" — 

'Tis heavenly peace— substantial bliss ; 
And endless as eternity. 

** Give o'er vain toil," and seek that rest. 

The weary, heavy laden, find — 
come to Christ — ^lean on his breast— 

And there be every care resigned." 

Thus sang the spirit from t^e skies. 
To whom converting power was given-— 

The sage was won*— he lifts his eyes. 
His tho'ts, his hearty his prayero to Heaven. 



98 

In every contrite heart, 

Thou dost erect thy throne, 

There Christ his union doth impart. 
And Thou and He are One, • 

Of Him — of Thee possest, 
We'll worship at thy feet — 

The Spirit, which the union hlest, 
Shall make our joys complete. 

And when with time we've done. 
To thy blest realms we'll soar. 

And there, before th' eternal throne. 
With nobler powers adore. 



DEFINITION OF PAIN. 

Pain is — pain, where'er it seizes. 
Sides or shoulders, back or head-^ 

Pain is pain, and never pleases, 
In the parlor or in ied. 
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MIDNIGHIV REFLECTIONS. 

Midnight ! all hail thy silent shade/ 
And solemn gloom my soul shall aid, 

And seal instruction to my mind ; 
While all remote the cares of day, 
Amid thy pei^ive haunts I stray, 

To tho*t and solitude resigned. 

The monarch now forgets his throne — 
The slave to lahor and to groan — 
• The oblivious veil of sleep beneath, 
How emblematic of that state. 
Which waits the humble and the great — 
The church-yard sleep — ^the sleep of death. 

Friendly to serious tho't, this hour. 
Lifts up the mind to that dread power, 

Which hung yon shining orbs on high ; 
Whose hand, each circling planet reins, 
Whose word of power alone, sustains 

The pillars of immensity. 
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Amid this grandeur — ^this display 
Of worlds on worlds in bright array ; 

Well might the Royal Prophet cry, 
<* what is man that he should share 
Heaven's notice — His peculiar care — 

His kind regard and sympathy. 

And what is man — look yonder, see ! 
And hear those groans from Calvary — 

The Son of God Himself expires ! 
All Heaven unitea in sympathy — 
All nature feels the agony — 

Earth quakes — ^rocks rend and day retires I 

For whom all this ? for thee — fbr thee, 
man this dreadful agony, 

Which, who can think or who can tell ! 
For thee, in death He bows His head, 
For thee He rises from the dead. 

And triumphs over Death and Hell. 

Sayst what is man ? — ^he doth possess 
A never dying consciousness — 
Pains dread extreme or equal bliss> 



101 

When yon bright orbs have ceased to roll. 
Will hold possession of his soul, 
In fixed, unchanging endlessness. 

Were yonder worlds "which shine so bright, 
All plunged at once in endless night, 

Their loss compared with one lost soul, 
Were more unequal than a grain 
Of lightest sand on Afric's plain. 

Compared with vast creation's whole. 

These truths acknowledged — ^who can scan 
The glorious destiny of man. 

If to the realms of bliss he soar ! — 
Or if he sink to shades below. 
To misery, pain, and endless woe, 

Who can enough his loss deplore ? 

Momentous thoughts ! let man be wise. 
And gain a title to the skies ; 

A birth-right title from above— 
Tis God in Christ, and Christ in man, 
Accomplishes the glorious plan. 

Designed by Heaven's redeeming love. 
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THE STARRY EVE. 

And are there those the earth who tread. 

Beneath this glorious canopy, 
Which power omnipotent outspread, — 

This clear, blue, bright ethereal sky ; 
Where worlds on worlds majestic roll, 
* And countless suns resplendent shine,-— 
Who never yet have bowed the soul, 

At pure devotion's holy shrine ? 
Who with Creation's open book 

Before them spread in lessons plain. 
Still daily, hourly, on it look, 

Yet look and read that book in vain ? 

Yes ! — Man may wonder and admire. 
When objects grand present to view ; 

Discuss, examine, and enquire 
Their nature and their uses too ; 

In thought may measure out the skies, 
And boldly rove among the spheres, — 
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See system after system rise, 

Till thought's last boundary appears — 
Yet what avails the lofty flight, 

On soaring fancy's airy wings ? 
It cannot burst his moral night, 

Nor bear him where true wisdom springs. 

As, at Creation's early birth. 

Ere morning ushered in the light ; 
When dark and formless was the earth. 

And Nature owned primeval night, — 
Ere yet the voice omnific said, 

(Deep echoing through the Vast profound,) 
" Let there be light !" when darkness fled, 

And light refulgent shone around ! 
O'er all the dark, chaotic scene. 

The spirit of Jehovah moved ; 
Till order — ^beauty — ^rose, serene, 

And Man in Eden stood, approved — 

So, o'er the world of man within — 

A desert wild — ^a moral waste, 
Involved in ruin, guilt and sin — 
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The Eternal Spirit maketh baste ; — 
O'er tlie dark scene, still, hovering, flies, 
. And seeks some genial spot to rest ; 
And in the language of the skies^ 

Solicits mortals to be blest.-— 
To those who lend a willing ear, 

And in obedience bow the soul, 
A new creation shall appear, 

Beneath that Spirit's blest control ; — 

The baneful passions flee away, 

Beneath the sovereign power of grace, — 
The moral darkness turn to day, 

Before the splendor of Hisface^ 
Who, is the " bright a!nd morning star" 

Forerunner of far other sky— 
A light that gliromers &om afar. 

To guide to endless rest on high. — 
No outward mn or moon they ijeed, 

Who reach at last that glorious sphere, 
Dark Luminaries thosCy indeed. 

Compared with the refujgence there, — 

T9 outward Earth, or seas, or skies, 
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Ye need not look who seek that rest ; 
Within the precious treasure lies, 

Deep hidden In t3ie inmost breast :— 
" The word is nigh thee in thy heart,''* 

" The ivori of faithy*-^f power to save ; 
It speaks — and tells thee what thou art, 

And points thy hopes beyond the grave. — 
Obey its voice whatever the cost, 

And let it cleanse thy heart from sin — 
Then for that Eden Man tath lost. 

Thou shalt possess a heaven within. 



SPRINO'S ICY MORN. • 

The sun rose bright, 'twas April's morn. 

But yet that morn was cold — 
And as I wandered down the lawn, 

'Twas curious to behold. 
How tree and shrub, and twig and stem 

Were dressed in silvery sheen — 
On every blade a sparkling gem 

Adorned the shining scene. 
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My mominjg walk— a vmt kind 

To aid a helpless pair ; 
By age and sickness long confined. 

And do my duty there ; — 
My task performed, without delay, 

The lawn again I tread — • 
The *' silvery sheen" had passed away — 

The glittering scene had fled. 

As thoughtfully my eyes ware thrown . 

Upon the altered view ; 
I found a moral of my^ own, 

Instructive, apt-and true. 
The scene beheld at early dawn — 

So transient— well pdrtrays 
The brilliant hopes, at manhood's dawn, 

That lighted up my ways. — 

The life of man, so swift in flight. 

Is but a fleeting day — 
Yet ere it reach meridian height. 

How pass his hopes away ! — 
The slender thread the spider throws. 

Suspended from the beam, 
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A more secure endurance knows. 
Than youth's delusive dream. 

My mom of life rose fair and bright, 

No cloud obscured the scene ; — 
Hope's bow of promise charmed* my sight, 

And flowery vales between ; 
I wandered in that fairy land, 

And plucked to please my mind — 
The roses perished in my hand, 

And left the thorns heMnd. 

}JLj noon of life, immerged in care. 

Allowed no space for rest — 
The evening shadows now declare 

The sun is in the west. — 
Of all my hopes but one remains, 
• That hope is in my God — 
The chiefest care my mind retains — 

To fit for his abode. 

May heaven but grant my setting sun 
May calmly sink to rest — 
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My spirit's iUgkt, wlten Time is dcme^ 
May find my Ssviot's bieast-^ 

Give me my bread from day to day, 
'Tis heavenly bread I mean-— 

These are the boons for vrldtk I'll pray 
Through life's renaining scene. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF A CHILD. 

And thou art gone,— to death's oblivious bourne. 
And left thy parents and thy friends to mourn ; — 
Yet why should they who yet survive, still weep 
For thee, encircled in death's icy sleep ? 
Or call thy grave untimely ? young in years, 
Are ripe for glory, — ^let us dry our tears ; 
Since thou hast found, by fieu:, a sweeter rest, 
Than that upon a fondest mother's breast. • 
No kin^r care can earthly friends bestow, 
Than those receive who to their Savior go. 
# Methinks thy spirit's gentle voice I hear, 
** Weep not for me, my friends and parents dear ; 
Removed from all the ills the living share, 
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My rest exendpt ftom trouble and from care,-**- 
Say, wcmld yon wi^ to call me back again^ 
To Earth, to toils, to Bieknesa and to pain? 
Let no such wi^ find harbor in yonr breast; 
But be your minds, with otiier tiboughts inquest ; 
Prepare to follow ; — ^uniyersal call. 
To all mankind — ^for death is passed on all." 
Farewell dear child; — and while thy memory 

dear. 
May often draw our loneiy footsteps here. 
Thy counsel shall our useless sorrows save. 
And seal instruction from thy humble grave. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF A FRIEND. 

When pale disease preys on the youthful bloom ; 
And early virtue finds an early tomb ; — 
When bleeds the anguished heart, decreed to 

mourn, 
The ties of nature all asunder torn ; — 
When friends, with mournful gaze, behold the 

clay; 
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In health and beantjr robed ^e o<^er diey ;-*- 
And gathering lonnd the sad fanereal bier, 
Give^liie last tribute of affection's tear ;-^ 
How feel we tiien to join the moumfol cxj^ 
" Earth and its fondest hopes are vanity'' 

Friend of my youth ; whene'er my footsteps stray. 
With pensive thought, along the well known way; 
Where once we walked, and plucked the bloom- 
ing flowers 'y 
And, in sweet converse, passed the happy hours ; 
And ah ! too thoughtless of the uncertainty, 
Of tvery purpose formed beneath the sky ; 
And all deceived by youth's delusive dream. 
Formed, for our future life, full many a scheme: — 
How lonely now^ the walk ! — with sighing breast, 
I sometimes stop, a moment there to rest ; 
Still every object that around I see. 
Serves to awake the memory of the€ ; 
' Till my full heart surcharged with melting grief-^ 
f ' I turn my stepis, and homeward seek relief. 

Tho' thou art gone, my bosom friend — ^art gone — 
Yet, as not without hope, survivors mourn ;— 
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The bright example which thou didst ns leave. 

Is ours, to think upon, e'en while we grieye : 

The Christian's soul, the power of death defies ; 

And soars, to claim its mansion in the skies ; 

The spirit from the clogs of earih set £ree ; 

Triumphs in Ufa and immortaUty ; 

The blissful shores of heavenly Canaan gains ; 

And bids adieu to earth and all its pains. 

With such fair pi^spects, brightening on my view 

I mourn thy loss, yet would resign thee too ; 

Sure though thy absence fill my heart with pain. 

The loss I feel, is thy eternal gain ; 

And, though on earth, friends mutual sorrowd 
bear. 

Not even my sorrow can affect thee there ; 

To my bereavement, let me then resign ; 

Why should my wishes counteract with thine 7 

I bow, submiss — ^my life's great object be. 

So to live here, as there to live with thee ; 

There both to worship at Immanuers feet ; , 

And know our friendship made in Heaven com- 
plete. 
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DEVOTIONAL LINES. 

Detx Lord, I bow me at thy feet ; 
Thy love shall sMike obedience meet ; 
And not a bought or murmur rise, 
Against the purpose of tiie skies. 

Whate'er allotmient Thou see'st best, 
, Let me in that allotment rest ; 
Grant but Thy love, 'tis all I crave ^ 
On thifS side and beyond the grave. 

. When peace ^nd joy, and love and rest, 
Hold their dominion in my breast ; 
Accept the song, my heart shall raise, 
Of humbly gratitude and praise, 

If bound in dark (fiction's chain. 
Let me' not murmur nor complain ; 
But patient in those bonds abide, 
Till every ill be sanctified. 
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When we thy owning love do share, 
What heavy burdens we can bear ; 
But take away that strengthening power ; 
We tire and fiaint, in one short hour. 

Then, all my prayer is, dearest Lord, 
Thou wilt, to me, thy love aflBord ; 
Whatever, then, my lott may be ; 
I shall be blest if blest with thee. 



A CAUTIONARY SUGGESTION. 

What thousands on the sea of life, 
Spread wide their opening' sails ; 

And make its tumults and its strife, 
Their most auspicious gales. 

Till tossed upon, the rock-bound coast. 

So heedless scanned before ; 
Their bark is wrecked — themselves are lost- 

They sink to rise no more. 
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LINES 

Written by request in an Albom, wherein lome of the writers had 
committed ^lagairism. 

I cannot take anothef's lines, 

And call those Hnes my own. 
Nor will I take the gem that shines 

Upo^ another's crown. 

I am no bard of high degree — 

To genius lay no claim; 
What can'st thou, then, expect of me. 

If given in my own name ? 

Yet, Harriet, plain truths plainly told. 

Should not be thrown away ; 
The glitter adds no weight to gold ; 
* And pearls are found in clay. 

I have been young — ^now hoary age 
Cornea creeping o'er my frame, — 

Through all life's scenes, in every stage, — 
I've found this truth the same ; 
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What conscience tells ns we should do, 

If we her voice obey, 
The way of peace, we then pursue, 

And pleasant is our way. 

But if her counsel we refuse 
And turn our steps away, — 

If evil wayward paths we choose, — 
There comes a reckoning day. 

A simple truth, but of what weight ; 

As it relates to man ; 
His present and his future state. 

Depending on the plan ! 



REMEMBRANCE OF GOD. 

When I awake at midnight hour, 
I'll meditate upon that power 

That gave the day and night ; 
And when the sun, from Eastern skies, 
Doth in resplendent glbry rise ; " 

ril thank him for the light. 
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At early mom to him I'll pray, 
To lead me safely thro' the day 

From every dangoroas snare; 
And by his grace to grant me still. 
Perfect obedience to his will, 

Which will for Heaven prepare ; 
And when I all my days fdlil, 

In mercy take me there. 



ANTICIPATION. 

The flight of time will waft me soon 

To that immortal shore, 
Where setting sun nor waning moon 

Are never witnessed more ; 
Where fading flowers and fleeting joys 

No more shall mar the scene ; 
Nor strife nor tumult with their noise 

Disturb the calm serene. 
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CONCISE SENTENCES. 

No artificial flowers, the room 
Can fill with fragrance or perfume ; 
They well compare with a profession 
Of sanctity, without possession. 

Who quiet have, and witness peace, 
From selfish cogitations cease. 



Patience and stillness, oft disclose 
A strength that conquers all our foes. 

Trust in the Lord — ^his name's a tower. 
Safe in temptation's darkest hour. 

States and conditions best are known, 
When by experience made our own. 

Whose mind, on God, is rightly stayed. 

Shall of no evil be afraid. 
9 
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